44                        LETTER  FROM   BOSTON,

c* Our camp is pitched in an exceedingly plea-
sant situation on the gentle descent of a large
common,, hitherto the property of the Bostoniuns,
and used for the purpose of grazing their cows,
which now, poor creatures, from custom, often
attempt to force their way into their old pastures,
where the richest herbage I ever saw abounds*
But from these they are now driven by stones
flung at them by the different sentries.   An un-
fortunate one, the other day, when endeavouring
to effect an entrance, ran on a range of firelocks,
with the bayonets on, with such force, that she
wrenched the bayonet from the piece, and went
off with it sticking in her body.    Finding herself
wounded,  she made towards home, and passed
close by our mess-tent,  from which some of us
ran out, and drew the bayonet from her with great
difficulty, then ordered a Serjeant to attend her
home, by letting her walk slowly the way she
chose.   We have since had the pleasure of hearing
she is likely to recover.

"August 14th, and my letter not yet finished,
Indeed, Bess, a correspondence (such as ours)
runs great risks of dying an early death, when one
party is in Europe, and the other in this, at pre-
sent, most unsociable quarter of the, globe. No
opportunity lately but the New York packet,
and by that a letter would have little elfanoe of
reaching its destination.

" My mother has, no doubt, told you of the